HIPPOLYTU. S
(The Chorus of -women speak singly.)
First Woman
Surely some God
brings sorrow upon sorrow in succession.
Second Woman
The house of our lords is destroyed: it is no more.               870
Third Woman
God, if it so may be, hear my prayer.
Do not destroy this house utterly. I am a prophet:
I can see the omen of coming trouble.
Theseus
Alas, here is endless sorrow upon sorrow.
It passes speech, passes endurance.                                     875
Chorus Leader
What is it? Tell us if we may share the story.
Theseus
It cries aloud, this tablet, cries aloud,
and Death is its songl                                                        880
Chorus Leader
Prelude of ruin!
Theseus
I shall no longer hol<d this secret prisoner
in the gates of my mouth. It is horrible,
yet I will speak.
Citizens,
Hippolytus has dared to rape my wife.                                885
He has dishonored God's holy sunlight.
(He turns in the direction of the sea.)
Father Poseidon, once you gave to me
three curses.. . . Now with one of these, I pray,
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